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After the decline
of the poisonous tide of passion,
a murmuring prisoner
moved out from prison, saying:
"Where is my liberation?"
Guards, lost in deep slumber,
having drunk the wine of sleep,
are ignorant
of the movement of shadows,
of the decay of walls,
of the unknown midnight alarms.
Silence on all sides,
nothing is heard
but the snore of demons.
Where is the princess?
The princess is perhaps not there.
Who is my companion?
Dense bush of loneliness!
Roaming wild animals!
How shall I go ahead?
The moon is shining
on the barren land of dark lives!
Silence is singing
like the burden of the heart,
while the strings of nine nerves vibrate.
This moonlight
is the pollen of flower-ghosts
withered by the touch of snow,
the extinguished oil-lamp of life
at the early hours of the night!
It is the dream of sleeping fairies,
the stream of silent smiles
in the burial-ground of sleep.
Today, there is
a white storm of moonlight